WILLIAM VAUGHN  MOODY
From windows blazoned with their train Of poets, saints, and soldier kings,
So long shall this our college throw Across the loud noon, bare and bright, A jewelled and a sunset light, A many-ribboned golden glow.
While Charles's chivalry doth shine Upon the pane, her halls shall hold Such hearts as gave up land and gold And went to die in Palestine.
So long as Homer clasps his lyre Among us some shall still be found, About whose brows the gods have wound Song's amaranthine buds of fire.
While Shakespeare waits and seems to scan Each form that passes in the dusk, One here shall break away the husk Which hides the fruit-sweet heart of man.'
So shall we answer, kneeling low, Feeling the time draw very near To part, and common things grow dear, And things forgotten clearer grow.
Long, mellow twilights in the Yard, The peace that settles from the trees, The tinkle of guitars, the leas Of laughter dripping sweet as nard;
IId rain,
